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From  simple  forward  dives  to  in- 
tricate spins  and  twists,  Mildred 
O'Donnell  mastered  them  all  to 
win  NewYork's  Metropolitan 
diving  championship. 


ITS  TRUE  IN  DIVING... 

EXPERIENCE  IS  ' 
THE  BEST  TEACHER! 

...AND  IN  SMOKING  TOO. 
THE  CIGARETTE  FOR  ME 

is  camel! 


"In  diving,  you  practice  and  try  until 

you  find  the  particular  forms  and 

styles  that  suit  you  best,"  explains 

Champion 

Mildred 

O'Donnell. 


DIVING  CHAMPION 


More  people  are  smoking  CAMELS  today  than  ever  before  in  history! 


^ YOUR  T-ZONE'  i- 
WILL  TELL  YOU... 

T for  Taste... 

T forlhroaf... 

That'S  your  proving  ground  "for  any 
cigarette.  See  if  Camels  don't 
suit  your'T- Zone' to  a'T' 


Yes,  experience  during  the  shortage  taught  millions 
the  differences  in  cigarette  quality! 


DIVING  Champion  Mildred  O'Don- 
nell hasn’t  forgotten  the  war 
shortage  of  cigarettes.  "I  never  real- 
ized there  were  such  differences  in 
cigarettes  until  the  shortage,”  she  re- 
calls. "That’s  when  I really  learned 
what  cigarette  suits  me  best  — Camel.” 
Millions  of  others  had  the  same  ex- 
perience, with  the  result  that  today 
more  Camels  are  being  smoked  than 
ever  before  in  history.  But,  no  matter 
how  great  the  demand: 

We  don't  tamper  with  Camel 
quality.  Only  choice  tobaccos, 
properly  aged,  and  blended  in 
the  time -honored  Camel  way, 
are  used  in  Camels. 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Sulem.  N.  C. 


According  to  a recent  Nationwide  survey: 

More  Doctors  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  cigarette 

Three  nationally  known  independent  research  organizations  asked 
113.597  doctors  — in  every  branch  of  medicine  — to  name  the  ciga- 
rette they  smoked.  More  doctors  named  Camel  than  any  other  brand. 
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Pure  Food 
Restaurant 

1 3 West  Broad  Street 

TRY  OUR  . . . 

HOME  MADE  PASTRIES 

• 

CLEAN 

QUICK 

COURTEOUS 

SERVICE 

Always  Open 

Phone  Bethlehem  7-42  I I 


It  was  Sunday  morning.  He  slip- 
ped on  his  wife’s  robe  and  went 
downstairs  to  answer  the  doorbell. 
.4s  he  opened  the  door,  the  milkman 
kissed  him.  After  giving  due  thought 
to  this  unusual  occurrence,  he  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  milkman's 
wife  must  have  a similar  robe. 


HOME 

DECORATING 

COMPANY 


Thinking  about  painting 
your  dorm  room. 

'one  COAT  COVERS 

NU-£NAM€L 

NO  BRUSH  HARKS 


303  EAST  THIRD  STREET 
Beth.  6-4091 


He:  “We  certainly  had  a big  time 
last  night  for  only  ten  cents.” 

She:  “Tes.  I wonder  how  little 
brother  spent  it?” 


LIBERTY 
Esso  Servicenter 

Atlas  Tires  Batteries 

Lubrication  Accessories 

Simonizing  Vulcanizing 

CENTER  and  ELIZABETH  AVENUE 
BETHLEHEM 
Phone  6-9369 


Goodenough's 

PIANOS 

FURNITURE 

RADIOS 

RECORDS 

451  MAIN 

Next  to  Hotel  Bethlehem 

Dial  6-4142 


Reynolds : “ Have  some  peanuts?” 
Co-ed : “Thanks.” 

Reynolds:  “W'ant  to  neck?” 

Co-ed:  “No!” 

Reynolds:  “Give  me  my  peanuts 
back.” 

% 


FASHION  NOTE 
Women  will  wear  the  same  thing 
in  brassieres  this  year. 


KING  COAL 
COMPANY 

We  Sell  the  Best  Coal  Mined 

"ELECTRIC  FURNACE-MAN" 

[Automatic  Coal  Stoker) 

Sales  and  Service 
Office  and  Yards  . . . 

126  VINEYARD  STREET 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

Dial  7-41  I I 


No  wonder  the  little  duckling 
Wears  on  his  face  a frown 
He  just  discovered  that 
His  first  pair  of  pants  are  down. 


Quality 

Supply 

Company 

• 

RESTAURANT,  HOTEL 

and 

BAR  SUPPLIES 

HOUSEWARE  and  GIFTS 

— WE  DELIVER  — 

• 

15  WEST  BROAD  STREET 
BETHLEHEM 

Telephone  Bethlehem  6-5854 
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MONKEYSHINES 


The  hysterical  giggling  of  the  Goblet  staff  as  they  work- 
ed on  this  issue  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Gus 
as  he  swung  through  the  window  on  the  end  of  a long 
strong  piece  of  ivy. 

“Hey,  chief,”  he  yelled,  “I  just  found  a paper  that’s 
worse  than  the  Brown  and  White.” 

The  cries  of  “Impossible,”  “Ridiculous,”  and  “Who  in 
the  hell  left  that  window  open?”  were  silenced  by  his 
upraised  forepaw. 

“Take  a look  at  this,  wise  guys,”  he  said  as  he  laid  a 
small  clipping  down  on  the  empty  orange  crate  that  serves 
as  editorial  desk  for  Lehigh’s  leading  publication. 

Tearing  myself  away  with  regret  from  the  article  I had 
been  laughing  at  I nonchalantly  ambled  over  to  the  crate 
and  began  reading  aloud. 

“ W ilminglon  s Blue  Rocks,  defending  champions,  cap- 
tured their  third  straight  by  overpowering  the  Sunbury 
Yankees  17  to  7.  The  Rocks  rapped  out  17  safeties .” 

Immediately  everyone  ripped  off  their  green  eye  shades 
and  made  a mad  scramble  for  the  door. 

“Hey,  guys,”  I yelled,  “where  are  you  going?  Who’ll 
write  the  magazine?” 

And  the  answer  came  back,  “The  hell  with  the  maga- 
zine, we’re  going  over  to  Sunbury  and  trying  out  for  the 
Rocks!” 

So  I was  left  alone  with  Gus. 

“Where  did  you  get  this  journalistic  masterpiece?”  I 
enquired,  slowly  peeling  the  banana  that  the  understand- 
ing simian  had  given  me  when  he  noticed  the  despair  that 
the  staff’s  perfidy  had  engendered  in  my  breast. 

“The  Globe-Times,”  he  answered.  “Boss,  I tell  you 
they’re  worse  than  the  B.  & W.” 

“Now,  Gus,  I thought  I told  you  to  quit  picking  on  the 
B & W.  They’re  doing  their  best. 

“Oh,  sure,”  he  shot  back,  “let  those  guys  report  the 
news  and  the  peasants  around  here  will  never  know  what’s 
cooking  in  this  joint.  Why  those  jerks  missed  the  most 
important  scientific  development  that  was  ever  made  at 
Lehigh.” 

“Elucidate,  my  hairy  friend!”  I said  feigning  interest 
in  the  hope  that  the  baboon  would  beat  it. 

“Well,”  he  began,  putting  on  a pair  of  glasses,  clear- 
ing his  throat,  and  pulling  out  a Phi  Bet  key,  “it  has 
long  been  known  in  the  scientific  circles  in  which  I am 
accustomed  to  traveling  that  it  is  utterly  impossible  to 
fold  a piece  of  paper  more  than  eight  times.  However,  a 
young  group  of  scientists  living  in  Drinker  House  were 
not  willing  to  accept  this  as  evidence.  And  so.  one  warm 
night  last  weekj  they  actually  took  a piece  of  paper,  and 
— get  this  now  stupid — actually  folded  it  nine  times.” 


“Gus,”  I screamed  delightedly,  “that’s  wonderful!  But 
where  did  they  get  the  paper  from;  was  it  a special  kind?” 

“Nah,  there  was  rolls  of  it  in  the  head.” 

“Well,  that’s  science  for  you.  It’s  big  things  like  that 
that  make  this  school  what  it  is.  Nine  times — wow!  No 
wonder  Lehigh  is  one  of  the  most  progressive  schools  in 
the  country.” 

“This  school  progressive!”  he  snorted,  screwing  up  his 
furry  little  face  into  a ferocious  sneer.  “Listen  buddy, 
this  joint  is  so  backward  that  they’re  even  building  a 
fourteenth  century  dormitory  on  the  campus.” 

“But,  Gus,  what’s  the  difference?  No  one  will  know. 
Besides,  think  of  the  money  they'll  save  by  using  blue- 
prints that  have  already  been  used  for  a couple  of  cen- 
turies.” 

“Nuts!  I tell  yuh,  that  new  dorm  is  so  old  fashioned 
that  even  the  workmen  refused  to  go  on  building  it!” 

“You  must  be  talking  about  that  so  called  strike  that's 
slowing  up  the  building,”  I figured  out.  real  clever  like. 

“So  called!  So  called,  he  sez!  Next,  I suppose  you’ll 
tell  me  that  there  wasn’t  any  strike.” 

“Exactly,  you  cheesy  chimp.  Work  wa  s stopped 
because  there  were  no  laborers  around.  A nice  man  ex- 
plained it  all  to  me  in  a wasted  three  hours  called  Eco.  4. 
You  see,  Gus,  with  the  government  sending  everyone  to 
college  these  days  there  aren’t  any  more  laborers.  Why 
knock  yourself  for  a measly  hundred  and  a quarter  a 
week  when  you  can  get  a degree  and  starve? 

“You  mean  ...  he  began. 

“Exactly!”  I concluded.  “There  are  no  laborers  will- 
ing to  work  on  the  new  dorm  because  they  have  too  much 
homework  to  do.  They’re  all  getting  their  sheepskins  at 
Lehigh." 

“Is  that  why  there  are  so  many  students  who  wear  their 
dirty  old  working  clothes  to  classes  on  South  Mountain? 

“Wel-1-1-1,  not  exactly,  Gus.  You  see.  those  are  the  guys 
that  know  they  won’t  be  able  to  get  jobs  once  they  get 
their  Engineering  degrees,  and  so  they’re  getting  in  prac- 
tice to  be  ditch  diggers.” 

“But  how  ’bout  all  these  jokers  who  are  graduating  this 
month?  Won’t  any  of  them  get  good  jobs?” 

“Oh  sure,  Gus,  there  are  nifty  jobs  available  for  them 
— all  sorts  of  professional  men  are  needed — chimney 
sweeps — Good  Humor  men — soda  jerks — miners — col- 
lege professors — and  of  course  re-enlistments  are  still 
open.” 

Gus  looked  pensive  for  a moment  and  then  got  up.  He 
looked  real  sad,  and  as  he  sorrowfully  walked  out  I 
thought  I heard  him  say,  “And  to  think.  1 left  Lafayette!  • 
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LETTERS  TO  THE  GOBLET 


Parasite  — a person  ivho  goes 
through  a revolving  door  without 

X X * 

If  all  horses  say  “nay”  where  do 
little  horses  come  from? 

Rich  man,  poor  man,  fraternity 
brother,  fraternity  brother. 

Then  there  was  the  illegitimate 
Rice-Krispie  — ■ it  had  no  POP ! 

* 

Men  are  peculiar,  just  as  women 
have  long  suspected.  For  instance,  a 
fellow  who  hadn’t  kissed  his  wife  in 
five  rears,  shot  a fellow  ivho  did. 

X X X 

Host  — That  whiskey,  sir,  is  20 
years  old! 

Guest — Rather  small  for  its  age, 
don’t  you  think? 

Ta’  hell  with  the  expense!  Give 
the  canary  another  seed. 

He  kissed  her  in  the  garden — 

It  was  a moonlit  night, 

She  was  a marble  statue — 

He  was  a little  tight. 

Student  [in  bookstore I — How 
much  is  this  paper? 

Clerk — Seventy- five  cents  a ream. 

Student — It  sure  is! 

4 

Senior:  Are  you  sure  this  is  Xmas 
morning? 

Frosh : If  it  ain’t,  I washed  my 
socks  for  nothing. 

First  Chorine:  Writers  are  wonder- 
ful. Look  what  they  can  do  with  only 
2b  letters. 

Second  Chorine:  Yes,  but  look  what 
a good  lawyer  can  do  with  only  two 
or  three. 


Dear  Sir, 

Several  weegs  ago  while  walking 
through  one  of  the  buildings  on  our 
otherwise  beautiful  campus  I ran 
across  something  that  made  my  blood 
boil.  There,  on  the  wall,  in  plain 
sight,  was  one  of  the  most  shocking 
and  degrading  posters  that  it  has 
ever  been  my  misfortune  to  encounter. 
Advertising  the  Houseparty  Issue  of 
the  Goblet  was  a paper  showing  the 
back  of  a sofa  with  the  words, 
“Honey,  get  me  the  Goblet.  Pre- 
sumably, there  were  two  people  on 
the  sofa.  Yet  there  were  no  heads 
showing  above  it,  and  no  feet  below 
it.  Now,  I submit  that  there  is  only 
one  way  for  two  people  to  occupy 
the  sofa  with  no  parts  of  their  bodies 
showing  from  behind. 

Sir,  I protest!  This  filth  is  an  af- 
front to  every  decent  girl  who  at- 
tends Lehigh  Houseparties.  How  long 
is  the  fair  name  of  our  campus  to 
be  besmirched  by  the  nefarious  staff 
of  your  semi-pornographic  publica- 
tion? I assure  you  that  -I  will  do 
my  utmost  to  have  you  banned ! 

Outragedly  yours, 
Seymour  Dirt. 

Ed  note:  Drop  dead,  Seymour! 
Dear  Editor, 

I think  yer  mag  is  reel  swell! 

Yers  trewly, 

Wat  A.  Dgerque. 


Sir, 

Your  so-called  magazine  is  the 
worst  1 have  ever  seen. 

Sincerely, 

“A  Literature  Lover. 
Ed.  note:  It  all  depends  on  your 
view  point.  Why  don’t  you  see  Wat? 


Dear  Editor, 

A shocking  condition  exists  here 
at  Lehigh  which  1 think  is  deplor- 
able. You,  as  leader  of  that  glorious 
force  for  righteousness  on  South 


Mountain,  the  Goblet,  are  in  a fine 
position  to  bring  this  deplorable  state 
of  affairs  to  the  attention  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  student  body. 

Do  you  realize,  that  right  here,  on 
our  own  fair  campus  there  still  ex- 
ists the  caste  system  that  I thought 
I had  left  behind  after  getting  out  of 
the  service?  In  Packer  Hall,  in  the 
Chemistry  Building,  and  doubtlessly 
in  other  buildings  at  Lehigh  there  are 
separate  toilet  facilities  for  students 
and  faculty  members.  This  is  unfair, 
undemocratic,  and  unsanitary!  Is  this 
what  we  fought  a war  for? 

Sincerely, 

Omar  Quadowitz. 

Ed.  note:  Forget  it  Omar.  Since 
when  do  profs  use  their  heads  around 
here  anyway? 


She  couldn’t  get  a man,  so  she  has 
purchased  a monkey  and  is  waiting 
for  evolution  to  take  its  coure. 

X X * 

“ How  many  times  a day  do  you 
shave?” 

“Oh,  forty  or  fifty  times.’ 

“Say,  are  you  crazy? 

“No,  I’m  a barber 

He  wanted  a liberal  education,  but 
his  lather  wouldn’t  increase  his  al- 
lowance one  cent. 

Lest  modern  marvels  be  forgotten 

We  must  append  this  little  note; 
That  last  spring’s  field  of  budding 
cotton 

Is  this  Fall’s  all-wool  overcoat. 

X X * 

Farmer:  My  pigs  are  all  sick  and 
I don’t  know  what  to  do. 

City  Visitor:  Why  don’t  you  smoke 
them  ? 

Farmer:  Smoke  them? 

City  Visitor:  Sure,  isn’t  that  the 
way  you  cure  hogs? 
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THE  MAN  IN  THE  DESERT 

This  is  the  story  of  a man  in  a desert. 

He  came  into  a green  place. 

Fertile,  with  water  and  trees  and  grass. 

Suddenly  it  all  went  dry. 

Actually  it  was  the  man  who  withered,  not  the  place; 

But  did  this  make  any  difference  to  the  man? 

He  was  surrounded  with  dead  trees  and  dry  stems  of 
faded  grass 

And  instead  of  singing  birds 
V id  til  res. 

He  cursed  the  mocking  sterile  skies 
The  mocking  sterile  sun. 

He  died  in  the  desert,  of  thirst  and 
loneliness. 

And  his  body  decayed  and  added  a little 

THE  AUTHOR... 

Undisputed  king  of  Lehigh  humorists,  Tom  Harris'  more  serious 
literary  attributes  are  virtually  unknown  to  the  majority  of 
South  Mountain's  reading  public.  Author  of  many  of  the  B&W's 
best  editorials,  regular  contributor  to  the  Gob  let,  and  poet  of 
no  mean  ability,  Tom  plans  on  journalism  as  a career  after  he 
gets  his  B.A.  in  that  field  in  '50.  His  "Man  in  the  Desert"  was 
awarded  first  place  in  the  general  class  of  our  creative  writing 
test. 


richness  to  the  fertile  soil  of 
the  green  place. 

A Goblet  Prize  Winner 

★ fcy  ★ 

Tom  Harris 


Are  you  a 

Redoes  dilos* 


FREE... 

A box  of  Life  Savers  for  the  best  wisecrack! 

What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  this  week? 

Send  it  in  to  your  editor.  You  may  wisecrack  yourself  into  a free 
prize  box  of  Life  Savers. 

For  the  best  line  submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  Corps, 
there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cellophane-wrapped 
assortment  of  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication.  The 
light  to  publish  any  or  all  jokes  is  reserved.  Decision  of  the  Editors 
will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  be  published  the  fol- 
lowing month  along  with  the  lucky  winner's  name. 


Do  you  win  the  gals  with  your  smooth  line — 
then  lose  ’em  with  your  rough  breath?  Cheer  up, 
chum!  You  can  be  a super  solid  sender.  Just  get 
hep  to  luscious  Life  Savers.  Those  dandy,  handy 
candies  keep  your  breath  so-o-o  fresh! 


★ ★ ★ ★ 

LEAD  ME  TO  HIM! 

“I've  a friend  Ed  like  you  girls  to  meet. 
Athletic  Girl — “What  can  he  do? 
Chorus  Girl — “How  much  has  he?’ 


•Jf  “Solid  Sender”  backwards 


Literary  Girl — “What  does  he  read? 

Society  Girl — “Who  are  his  family? 

Religious  Girl — “What  church  does  he  be- 
long to?” 

Sorority  Girl — “ Where  is  he? 
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O.K.  SO  YOU'RE  GRADUATING!  You 
think  that’s  good,  maybe?  You  dream  of 
having  it  soft  again , perhaps?  Listen , Mac, 
jobs  don't  grow  on  trees  these  days.  Just  to 
set  you  straight  on  this  score  some  Goblet 
minions  have  been  interpreting  the  mails  of 
the  Placement  Bureau  and  have  come  up  with 
these  examples  of  what’s  facing  you. 


READ  'EM 
and  WEEP 

by  Emerson  Virden 


U.S.  ARMY  RECRUITING  OFFICE 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 

3 June  1947 

Dear  Sir: 

The  new  post-war  Regular  Army  is  interested  in  out- 
standing college  graduates  interested  in  a career  com- 
bining adventure,  travel,  good-pay.  promotion,  and  many 
other  advantages. 

The  Army  is  interested  in  men  in  the  top  quarter  aca- 
demically, in  perfect  physical  condition,  and  outstanding 
in  proven  leadership. 

These  college  graduates  are  particularly  desired  to  fill 
openings  as  latrine  orderlies,  cooks  helpers,  and  officer's 
orderlies. 

Yours  truly, 

Amos  Q.  La  Trine 
Lieutenant  General 
Mess-Kit  Repair  Corps 


The  men  employed  will  be  given  a short  training 
course  of  only  ten  years,  during  which  they  will  learn  the 
practical  side  of  this  department’s  work.  For  this  period 
men  of  above-normal  physical  ability  are  required.  At 
the  close  of  this  course  the  successful  men  shall  be  as- 
signed as  assistant  operators  of  the  department's  intricate 
motorized  equipment. 

Men  taking  the  training  course  will  receive  a monthly 
allowance  of  S10,  plus  room  and  board.  At  the  close  of 
this  period  salaries  ranging  from  $937  to  $1013  annually 
are  offered. 

This  is  a wonderful  opportunity  for  ambitious  men,  and 
no  doubt  many  of  your  graduates  will  be  interested. 

Yours  truly, 

Patrick  J.  0 Rourke 
Commissioner  of  Sanitation 


Z.  Z.  BURETTE  & CO. 

Chemical  Products 
Brooklyn,  New  York 

May  26,  1947 

Dear  Sir: 


DEPARTMENT  OF  SANITATION 
City  of  New  Y ork 


June  2,  1947 

Dear  Sir: 

This  department  is  interested  in  employing  five  out- 
standing civil  engineering  students  specializing  in  sani- 
tary engineering  who  are  graduating  this  June. 

Distinguished  scholastic  records  are  required,  with  a B 
average  for  four  years  the  minimum,  and  no  mark  below 

C. 


This  company  is  interested  in  employing  several  chem- 
istry and  chemical  engineering  graduates  for  positions  re- 
quiring far  above  average  technical  ability  and  sense  of 
responsibility. 

I hese  men  must  rank  in  the  top  twentieth  of  their  class, 
and  each  must  have  proven  his  ability  by  having  to  his 
credit  at  least  three  patents. 

The  men  employed  shall  each  be  placed  in  charge  of 
one  of  our  large  plants,  each  representing  an  investment 
of  $100,000,000  to  $1,000, OCX), 000  at  various  points  in 
this  country  and  abroad. 
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These  men  will  be  offered  salaries  equivalent  to  their 
positions,  ranging  at  start  from  SI, 500  to  81,700  annual- 
ly, with  an  average  after  ten  years  of  $2,000. 

We  are  sure  several  of  your  men  will  be  eligible  and 
interested. 

J.  Wellington  Wadsworth  Kelly 
Sixth  Vice-President 

MDW  :JWWK 

WEST  GOPHERHOLE  JUNCTION 
Department  of  Schools 
West  Gopherhole  Junction,  Texas 

March  3,  1947 

Dear  Sir: 

The  West  Gopherhole  Junction,  Texas,  Department  of 
Schools  is  interested  in  employing  promising  graduates 
as  high-school  teachers. 

Naturally,  these  men  must  have  exceptional  scholastic 
records,  some  experience  at  teaching  or  allied  work,  and 
strong  evidence  of  leadership  ability. 

We  consider  the  salaries  offered  by  this  department 
outstanding  in  the  teaching  field.  The  men  employed  will 
start  at  a salary  of  $900  to  $1100  annually,  with  in- 
creases of  $5  to  $7  monthly  every  five  years,  reaching  a 
maximum  of  $1500  after  thirty  years.  Our  pension  plan 
permits  retirement  after  fifty-five  years  with  an  annual 
pension  of  $500. 

We  are  sure  that  several  of  your  seniors  will  be  inter- 
ested in  this  letter. 

Yours  truly, 

Ichabod  Crane 
Commissioner 


PFLEUGLER  BREWING  COMPANY 
623  Brodhead  Avenue 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 

May  23,  1947 

Dear  Sir: 

This  company  is  interested  in  hiring  men  for  employ- 
ment as  salesmen  for  our  product. 

Since  we  realize  that  men  with  high  scholastic  rank  are 
often  lacking  in  true  ability,  we  place  no  importance  on 
scholastic  ability.  Rather,  we  are  interested  in  men  with 
proven  social  ability.  Particularly,  we  want  men  quali- 
fied to  demonstrate  the  superior  quality  of  our  health-giv- 
ing product.  These  men  will  be  expected  to  deal  with 
both  male  and  female  customers. 

Unfortunately  we  are  unable  to  offer  renumeration 


comparable  to  some  of  our  competitors.  Starting  sales- 
men receive  a salary  of  $5,000  plus  109c  commission, 
with  a raise  of  $1,000  per  year. 

Because  we  believe  you  have  many  men  trained  in  this 
field,  we  are  sure  many  of  your  men  will  be  interested  in 
this  offer. 

L.  U.  Brew 

Chief  Tester 

WHC:LUB 
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GIRLIE  MAGAZINE.  INC. 

Lyric  Building 
Allentown,  Pennsylvania 

June  5,  1947 

Dear  Sir: 

This  company  is  interested  in  hiring  promising  poten- 
tial writers,  cartoonists,  artists,  and  humorists  who  may 
have  been  placed  under  disciplinary  probation  or  expell- 
ed from  your  school  because  of  their  excellent  work. 

We  regret  that  we  canot  offer  monetary  reward  com- 
parable to  certain  of  our  competitors,  but  believe  several 
men  will  realize  the  opportunity  offered.  Our  starting  sal- 
ary is  from  $25,000  to  $40,000  annually,  depending  upon 
ability,  with  annual  increases  averaging  $10,000. 

For  the  past  two  months  we  have  employed  on  a part- 
time  basis  two  of  your  men  who  qualified  under  the  con- 
ditions mentioned,  and  their  assistance  has  proved  in- 
valuable and  their  work  illustrious  in  its  field.  For  this 
reason  we  feel  that  we  can  depend  upon  your  assistance. 

U.  Kno  Hoo 

Vice  -President  in  Charge  of  Illicit  Literature 
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A Lehigh  education  means  more  than  mere 
slide  rules , trig  tables , and  chemical  formuli. 
You , who  are  graduating , knoiv  this  only  too 
well.  There  are  other  things  than  those  that 
you  learn  in  South  Mountain’s  classrooms 
and  labs  — little  bits  of  information  that  are 
picked  up  in  bull  sessions  — at  the  Look- 
out — and  in  Kinney’s.  One  of  the  most 
broadening  aspects  of  an  Engineer’s  educa- 
tion may  be  obtained  at  the  Lyric  Theatre, 
Allentown’s  anatomy  lecture  hall,  and  so  we 
herewith  present  an  accurate  evaluation  of 
the  educational  opportunities  offered  at  that 
notable  institution. 


A CHAT 
WITH 

CHOO-CHOO 
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An  assignment  is  an  assignment 
even  on  a college  magazine.  When  I 
found  this  particular  one  in  my  box 
Monday  I was  in  stages  amazed, 
dubious  and  then  frankly  worried. 
Now  to  all  intents  and  purposes  any 
red  blooded  young  American  lad 
would  be  deliriously  happy  over  the 
job  of  interviewing  a beautiful  strip 
tease  artistt.  However,  a school  that 
by  comparison  makes  Harvard  look 
like  a nest  of  reds  is  not  exactly  the 
kind  of  place  that  such  articles  are 
written  in.  So  my  thoughts  were  not 
of  gazing  at  a hundred  or  so  pounds 
or  pulchritude,  when  I read  this  as- 
signment, but  rather  was  my  mind 
materializing  the  swarms  of  protest- 
ing lettters  in  the  Brown  and  White 
over  the  horrible  article  that  would 
of  necessity  touch  briefly  of  xes 
(spelled  backwards  for  security  pur- 
poses.) Mad  to  the  point  of  spitting 
over  receiving  such  a dangerous  as- 
signment. I rushed  over  to  the  room 
of  the  editor  of  this  magazine  and 
duly  imparted  to  him  a portion  of 
my  mind.  He  soon  calmed  me  down 
however,  and  explained  the  situation 
to  me.  The  Goblet,  he  said,  is  not 
interested  in  sex.  After  all.  they  had 
their  reputation  as  the  Lehigh  coun- 
terpart of  the  Saturday  Review  of 
Literature  to  uphold. 

“But  what  about  my  reputation? 
What  if  my  parents  got  hold  of  a 
copy  of  the  magazine  with  a story  in 
it  like  that,  with  my  name  attached 
to  it?” 

“Hold  on  lad,”  the  editor  said,  “we 
are  not  trying  to  corrupt  the  morals 
of  the  Lehigh  student  despite  some 
rumors  to  that  effect.  This  particular, 
ahem,  to  use  the  vernacular,  woman, 
has  just  written  a book  and  it  is  for 
a review  of  the  book  that  I send  you 
on  your  mission.” 

“But  coudn’t  I just  get  a copy  of 
the  book  at  a bookstore?”  I asked. 

“Now,  now  lad,”  the  boss  answer- 
ed, “the  book  hasn’t  been  published 
yet  and  I want  another  scoop  for  the 
Goblet.” 

“Yes  sir,”  said  1 snapping  to  at- 
tention proud  in  the  thought  of  scoop- 
ing that  Drown  Hall  publication  that 


by 

EDWIN  BARTON  WACHTEL 


also  prints  something  on  the  campus. 

Setting  out  to  get  this  interview 
and  actually  getting  it  proved  to  be 
horses  of  varying  hues.  The  first 
major  obstacle  getting  in  the  path  of 
my  interview  was,  you  guessed  it — 
the  doorman.  Now  the  doorman  at 
the  Lyric  Theatre  is  monstrous 
enough  to  be  a wrestler  for  Cornell 
of  Iowa.  When  he  saw  me  he  just 
snorted  and  said  in  a tone  of  utter 
disgust,  “College  student!!!”  (how 
he  guessed  this  is  a source  of  bewil- 
derment to  me  even  now  as  I sit  here 
combing  out  the  racoon  coat  I wore 
that  day.) 

“Not  just  any  college  student,”  I 
said  to  him  polishing  my  nails  on  the 
lapel  of  my  coat.  “Rather  a member 
of  the  staff  of  the  Goblet  at  Lehigh 
University.” 

This  got  him.  He  just  stepped  back 
and  gasped,  “a  Lehigh  student  in 
this  place???”  He  assumed  an  al- 
most human  look  as  he  said,  “Son. 
don’t  you  realize  that  this  is  a burly- 
que  theater?” 

I assumed  a bored  air  and  polish- 
ing the  nail  on  the  other  hand  re- 
plied. “Sir,  I know  full  well  that 
Lehigh  students  are  above  places  like 
this,  but  a job  is  a job. 

He  became  suffused  with  admira- 
tion at  this  and  without  further  adieu 
passed  me  into  the  theater. 

Finding  Miss  Choo-Choo  Lala’s 
dressing  room  proved  no  difficulty 
whatsoever.  I merely  followed  the 
smell  of  cheap  perfume  until  I arriv- 
ed before  a door  bearing  a huge  star 
upon  it.  Using  the  deductive  powers 
acquired  in  Philosophy  7,  I correct- 
ly figured  the  star  to  mean  “starts 
dressing  room”  and  I,  bracing  myself 
for  what  I was  about  to  see,  knocked 
on  the  door. 


v 

"Yea-ah?  came  a silken  voice 
with  a force  that  rattled  the  panels 
of  the  door.  “Come  in.” 

I did  just  that.  Miss  Lala  was,  as 
you  may  have  figured,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  door.  I shan't  attempt  to 
describe  her,  realizing  that  any  fair 
description  would  mean  the  end  of 
the  Goblet  at  Lehigh.  I will  just  say 
that  Earl  Wilson  would  have  plenty 
to  talk  about  and  leave  it  at  that. 

“We-11,”  said  Miss  Lala,  “what 
brings  you  here,  honey?” 

I just  blushed,  and  stammered,  and 
blushed  some  more. 

“Say-y,’  she  said  observing  my 
reddening  face,  “you  must  be  a Le- 
high student.” 

Finally  I pulled  myself  together. 
“Miss  Lala  — ” 

“You  can  call  me  Choo-Choo,” 
she  interrupted. 

“Miss  Lala,  I persisted  remem- 
bering that  I was  here  on  business, 
“I  represent  the  Lehigh  Goblet,  and 
I would  like  to  ask  you  a few  ques- 
tions about  your  new  book.” 

“Oh  tha-t,’  she  said  modestlv,  “you 
want  to  ask  little  me  about  that?” 
(I  thought  that  the  little-me  business 
was  over  doing  it  a bit  since  she  was 
at  least  six  foot  two  in  her  bare  feet.) 
“We  11.  there  really  isn’t  much  to 
tell,  she  paused  and  cracked  her 
gum  a few  times.  “I  just  dashed  it 
off  between  acts  one  night.  It  is  en- 
titled, she  beamed,  apparently  over 
her  use  of  a three  syllable  word, 
“ ‘Under  the  Blue  Spot’.  As  you 
would  probably  never  guess  from 
the  title,  it  is  about  the  art  of  — ” 

I interrupted  at  this  point  saying 
politely,  “I  understand.” 

She  looked  at  me  questioningly 
after  this  last  remark  and  asked  in  an 
inquiring  voice,  “Are  you  sure  you  Ye 
from  Lehigh?” 

I bluhed,  clearing  the  point  up  to 
her  satisfaction. 

“The  book.”  she  said  in  rhythmn 
to  her  gum  chewing,  “is  about  my 
experiences  in  this  racket  — and 
honey,  she  said  winking,  “what  ex- 

Continued  on  next  page 
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Co-ed:  “Jack,  are  you  sure  that  it’s 
me  that  you’re  in  love  with  and  not 
my  clothes?” 

Jack : “ Test  me,  darling.” 

I 


ALEX'S 
LEHIGH  LUNCH 

Where  Lehigh  Men 
Meet  to  Eat  . . . 

42!  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Private  Detective:  “/  trailed  your 
husband  into  three  night  clubs  and 
luo  bachelor  apartments.” 

Suspicious  Lady:  “ Good  grief, 

what  was  he  doing?” 

Detective:  “Trailing  you.” 


★ 

Larry  Paul 

Kelchner  & Roeder,  Inc. 

DRUG  STORE 

BROADWAY  and  FOURTH  STREET 
BETHLEHEM.  PA. 

★ 


& 

“Is  your  roommate  broadminded?” 
“That’s  all  he  thinks  of. 


A Chat  With  Clioo-Clioo  . . . 

Continued  from  preceding  page 

periences!  This  book  will  be  banned 
from  the  rocky  shores  of  Boston  to 
the  dust  covered  stacks  of  Lehigh’s  li- 
brary/’ 

"‘It  will  be  in  good  company  get- 
ting locked  up  in  the  librarian  s of- 
fice at  South  Mountain,”  said  I,  re- 
membering the  vain  attempts  that 
many  students  made  trying  to  get 
“Memoirs  of  Hecate  County”  and 
many  other  distinguished  literary 
masterpieces. 

"This  book,”  she  continued,  “will 
make  ‘Forever  Amber’  seem  like 
‘Snow  White  and  the  Seven  Dwarfs’ 
in  comparison.  Here  s just  one  ex- 
ample. I was  working  at  the  Lions 
Club  smoker  one  night  when  — ” 
“Never  mind,’  I shouted  hastily, 
“I’ll  take  your  word  for  it.” 

It  didn’t  take  an  atomic  bomb  to 
show  me  that  the  conversation  was 
getting  on  the  wrong  track  and  so, 
remembering  that  I still  want  to 
graduate  from  Lehigh,  I changed  it. 

“L  h,  Miss  Lala,  I think  that  my 
readers  would  be  very  interested  in 
your  idea  of  an  ideal  date. 

"One  who  has  plenty  of  jack  and 
isn’t  afraid  to  spend  it!” 

“Well,  ah,  what  I mean  is  would 
you  describe  him  physically? 

She  smiled.  “Big,  small,  fat,  skin- 
ny, who  cares?  I want  a millionaire.  ” 
“That  won’t  be  of  much  use  to 
those  few  readers  of  ours  who  aren  t 
in  that  category,”  I said.  “Surely, 
you  must  have  some  features  that 
you  would  like  a date  of  yours  to  have 
other  than  money?” 

“I  ll  have  to  think  that  one  over, 
she  said.  “Well,  I guess  if  he  can  t 
have  money  then  he  should  be  about 
six  feet  tall,  have  wavy  hair,  be  a 
good  football  player,  — ” 

“Hold  it,”  I yelled,  “That  won’t 
be  of  any  interest  to  Lehigh  students 
either.” 

Just  as  I was  thinking  of  some 
additional  questions  to  ask  Miss  Lala, 


a knock  was  heard  at  the  door  and  a 
voice  followed  the  knock  yelling, 
“Five  minutes,  Choo-Choo!” 

“I  11  have  to  start  dressing  for  my 
act  now,”  she  said. 

“Sort  of  putting  it  on  to  take  it 
off  again.  I grinned  making  a funny. 

She  didn  t crack  a smile.  She  re- 
peated, “I  11  have  to  start  dressing 
for  my  act  now.” 

I took  the  hint.  “Well,  goodbye,” 
1 said  reluctantly.  (For  after  all, 
around  these  parts  talking  to  a beau- 
tiful blonde  is  a rare  occasion  that 
happens  only  occasionally,  if  ever. 
Why  I will  bet  that  a good  50%  of 
Lehigh  students  go  through  their  en- 
tire college  careers  without  ever  see- 
ing a good  looking  girl  in  the  Lehigh 
Valley.) 

“Goodbye,  honey,”  she  smiled, 
“why  don’t  you  go  out  front  and  catch 
the  show?” 

“One  of  my  professors  might  see 
me  and  turn  me  in  to  the  Dean,”  I 
answered. 

She  understood.  I left.  Damn  it! 

Back  at  the  university  I took  my 
report  into  the  editor.  He  read  it, 
smiled  sadly,  and  said.  “Very  inter- 
esting. but  unfortunately  we  could 
never  use  it  in  the  Goblet.” 

“Not  use  it!”  I screamed,  chewing 
on  a piece  of  rug  that  happened  to 
be  handy.  “Why?” 

ou  spent  too  little  time  review- 
ing the  book  and  too  much  time  talk- 
ing to  that  woman.  After  all,”  he  con- 
tinued, “do  you  want  our  readers  to 
get  the  wrong  impression  about  why 
we  are  interested  in  Miss  Lala?” 

I spat  on  the  carpet,  it  was  too 
tough  for  my  teeth  anyway,  and 
managed  to  stammer  out.  “No.  boss. 
You  are  right,  as  ustaal!” 

He  beamed.  “Naturally  I’m  right.” 

His  smile  was  contagious.  I beam- 
ed also.  So  my  report  will  never  ap- 
pear in  the  Goblet,  but  who  cares! 
After  all.  the  magazine  is  bigger  than 
any  one  individual’s  personal  desires. 

So  that  is  why  you  couldn’t  have 
just  finished  this  story — it  never  ap- 
peared. 
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ALL  RIGHT,  you're  getting  a sheepskin — 
so  you  think  you  know  something  about  this 
joint.  Nuts!  You  probably  still  believe  that 
Asa  Packer  was  the  gent  with  the  G's  who  got 
the  ball  rolling.  Pap!  You're  probably  one 
of  that  uninformed  majority  that  thinks  the 
South  Mountain  school  got  its  start  as  an  en- 
gineering institution.  Lies!  For  the  first 
time  ever  the  Goblet’s  goin ’ to  give  you  the 
straight  poop  about  Lehigh.  Here  it  is  gents. 

The  Real 
Lehigh  Story 


This  is  the  real  Lehigh  Story.  There 
is  a book  of  that  title  being  sold 
around  here  but  don  t read  it;  it  is  a 
mess  of  lies  and  propaganda  designed 
to  influence  rich  old  capitalists  into 
sending  their  sons  to  Lehigh.  The 
Goblet  s Investigating  Committee  on 
Ancient  Documents,  Folk  Lore  and 
Aged  Liquor  has  compiled  the  true 
Lehigh  Story,  and  here  it  is.  It  is  long 
and  unbelievably  boring,  but  you'd 
damn  well  better  read  it.  We  don  t 
want  the  committee  to  be  disappoint- 
ed, do  we? 

The  story  of  Lehigh  is  almost  as 
old  as  the  story  of  Bethlehem.  Beth- 
lehem, as  you  know,  was  founded  by 
a pair  of  lovers,  Beth  and  Hem,  who 
were  expelled  from  the  Quaint  Lep- 
ers’ Colony  at  Plymouth  Rock  for 
smuggling  in  Noxzema.  They  were 
sent  to  this  area  because  it  was  con- 
sidered the  most  unpleasant  piece  of 
geography  in  America.  That  this  idea 
was  slightly  erroneous  we  shall  see 
presently. 

• Beth  and  Hem,  the  first  Lepers  the 
local  Indians  had  ever  clapped  eyes 
on,  were  believed  by  these  jerks  to  be 
divinities,  and  were  enshrined  on  an 
even  worse  patch  of  acres — an  area 
on  South  Mountain  which  the  Indians 


had  for  centuries  used  for  dumping 
garbage.  Here  they  were  worshipped 
with  bows  and  arrows. 

The  origin  of  the  word  “Lehigh" 
is  disputable,  but  it  is  believed  to  be 
derived  from  an  old  Indian  term 
meaning  “it  sure  stenches  around 
here,  doesn’t  it?”  It  is  also  said  that 
the  last  name  of  Beth  and  Hem  was 
Lee  ( accounting  for  the  “le”  in  the 
middle  of  “Bethlehem”)  and  that, 
since  the  Lees  were  sent  high  on  the 
mountain,  the  place  was  called  “Le- 
high.” Of  course  all  that  is  neither 
here  nor  there,  but  it  sure  is  interest- 
ing. 

Shrewd  business-men  early  saw  the 
potential  Bethlehem  Steel  interests  in 
the  valley,  and  in  1794  a fleet  of  slave 
ships  arrived  from  Bosnia  laden 
with  settlers  for  the  territory.  Natur- 
ally there  were  a few  undesirables  in 
the  new  community,  and  it  was  de- 
cided to  send  them  up  on  the  moun- 
tain with  Beth  and  Hem.  The  two  le- 
pers were  outraged  at  what  they  con- 
sidered infringement  on  squatter’s 
rights,  and  moved  to  Easton.  Hem  be- 
came the  first  president  of  Lafayette, 
and  Lafayette  men  are  called  “Leop- 
ards” to  this  very  day. 

As  time  went  by,  an  unholy  crew  of 


renegades,  breeds,  footpads,  witch- 
craft practitioners,  vivisectionists  and 
human  dross  of  all  descriptions  drift- 
ed into  the  colony.  It  was  in  Decem- 
ber of  1805  that  a high  stone  wall 
was  built  around  the  area,  and  it  be- 
came almost  completely  isolated  from 
the  world.  Children  of  the  town  were 
warned  to  stay  away  from  the  place, 
and  no  one  but  an  occasional  lonely 
shepherd  ever  ventured  near  the  men- 
acing mysterious  battlements.  Some- 
times the  inhabitants  sallied  out  on  a 
raid,  carrying  off  domesticated  ani- 
mals and  children  to  replenish  their 
food  supply.  In  1807  a shepherd  was 
lured  inside  with  his  whole  flock  of 
sheep,  believing  the  inmates'  story 
that  it  was  the  World's  Fair.  He  and 
the  sheep  were  never  heard  from 
again. 

In  1809  a troop  of  shorn  Alpine 
goats  tunneled  into  the  colony  and 
set  up  an  institution  of  higher  edu- 
cation. The  new  institution  was  plan- 
ned to  carry  on  the  teachings  for 
which  the  goats  had  been  shorn,  and 
it  was  given  the  blasphemous  title 
“Lehigh  University.”  The  first  presi- 
dent was  Asa  Packer,  who  committed 

Continued  on  next  page 
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“Well.  I think  I'll  put  the  motion 
before  the  house.”  said  the  chorus 
girl. 
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“ Pardon  me.  young  lady  ,”  said 
the  office  manager,  “but  in  the  mat- 
ter of  dress,  don't  you  think  you 
should  show  a little  more  discre- 
tion?” 

“My  gosh.  ' exclaimed  the  young 
thing,  “some  of  you  guys  ain't  never 
satisfied .” 
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suicide  a year  later  in  a fit  of  pique 
when  his  name  was  mis-spelled  by  the 
Brown  and  White. 

The  first  building  was  the  edifice 
now  known  as  Christmas-Saueon 
Hall.  It  was  built  of  stone  filched 
from  the  surrounding  wall — a source 
which  proved  to  be  economical,  prac- 
tical. and  inexhaustible.  Vi  henever  a 
section  of  wall  was  torn  down,  the 
citizens  of  the  town,  angered  and 
frightened,  built  it  back  up.  The  en- 
tire campus  was  built  in  this  way. 

Christmas-Saueon  was  orginally 
known  as  "W  retches  Roost,  and  the 
storv  of  how  the  name  was  changed 
is  one  of  Lehigh's  colorful  old  tra- 
ditions. The  building  housed  a large 
auditorium,  and  on  December  24. 
1883,  it  was  announced  that  Santa 
Claus  would  appear  on  Christmas 
Day  to  pass  out  gifts.  The  campus 
folk,  who  possessed  a tender,  child- 
like faith  in  the  Christmas  spirit, 
naivelv  planned  an  armed  robbery  of 
Santa,  to  result  in  untold  riches  for 
all  hands.  The  tables  were  turned 
when  Santa  Claus  turned  out  to  be 
Jesse  James,  who  robbed  the  would- 
be  robbers.  The  scene  came  to  be 
called  “Christmas  Suckers  Hall, 
later  corrupted  to  “Christmas-Sau- 
con." 

Lamberton  Hall  was  built  in  1848 
for  the  purpose  of  making  money  on 
the  students:  a policy  which  has  been 
followed  ever  since.  Meat  was  scarce 
in  those  days,  and  there  are  old  tim- 
ers who  still  recall  the  tradition  of 
"Butcher’s  Lottery.'  This  was  a game 
devised  bv  the  chief  chef,  the  inhu- 
man Aaron  "Chuckles’  Fogelsby.  A 
number  was  assigned  to  each  partici- 
pant I each  student  had  to  participate, 
by  order  of  the  Committee  on  Good 
Sportsmanship,  except  the  Commit- 
tee on  Good  Sportsmanship  I . Once  a 
week  three  numbers  were  drawn,  and 
three  student  heroes  were  escorted 
into  Lamberton  by  their  grateful, 
hungry  fellows. 

The  lottery  was  discontinued  in 
November.  1889,  when  it  was  de- 


Rah-Rah:  “I’ll  hcve  you  know 
there  are  644  saloons  between  here 
and  New  York  and  I’ve  never  been 
in  one  of  them.” 

Frosh:  “Which  one  was  that? 
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Advice  to  newly-wed  husbands  . . . 
“Help  your  wife.  When  she  mops 
the  jloor,  mop  the  floor  with  her. 
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“ What  color  bathing  suit  uas  she 
wearing ?” 

“I  couldn’t  tell.  She  had  her  bacjc 
turned.” 
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//  patient  of  an  asylum  who  had 
been  certified  cured  was  saying  good- 
bye to  the  director  of  the  institution. 

“ And  what  are  you  going  to  do 
when  you  go  out  into  the  world? 
asked  the  director. 

“ Well  ” answered  the  ex-nut.  “1 
have  passed  my  bar  examinations,  so 
I may  try  to  work  up  a law  prac- 
tice. Again,  I had  quite  a bit  of  ex- 
perience with  dramatics  in  college,  so 
1 might  try  my  hand  at  acting.” 

He  paused  and  thought  for  a mo- 
ment. 

“And  then,  on  the  other  hand.'  he 
added,  “I  may  be  a teakettle.” 
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The  dimmest  lights  have  the  high- 
est scandal  power. 
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cided  that  the  University  could  make 
a greater  profit  on  living  students 
than  it  could  save  on  the  price  of 
meat,  which  had  fallen. 

(he  discontinuation  of  the  Butch- 
er’s Lottery  proved  a wise  step,  as  this 
practice  had  in  several  cases  dis- 
couraged students  from  enrolling. 
After  the  scheme  was  dropped,  stu- 
dents rushed  to  enroll,  enthusiastic 
over  the  handsome  instructors  and  the 
school’s  fine  modern  library.  The 
books  of  this  library  are  now  in  Li- 
brarian Leach’s  private  file,  and  can 
be  inspected  by  any  student  passing 
a Wassermann  test. 

Most  of  the  recent  history  is  quite 
recent,  and  there  is  some  question  as 
to  whether  it  is  really  history.  The 
rest  of  this  report  will  he  a rapid  re- 
capitulation of  highlights.  Worthy  of 
mention  was  the  remodeling  of  a 
large  hen  house  into  what  is  now 
Taylor  Hall.  This  was  done  by  in- 
stalling showers.  On  damp  days  the 
musty  odor  in  the  dank  old  hallways 
of  Taylor  reveal  its  former  status. 

In  1903  occurred  the  burning  at 
the  stake  of  three  English  Professors 
by  the  Student  Discipline  Committee. 
This  was  the  high  tide  mark  of  stu- 
dent government.  In  1904  faculty 
seized  the  power  in  a coup-d’-etat  by 
breaking  the  backs  of  three  student 
leaders  and  leaving  them  hanging 
from  the  top  of  the  flag  pole.  The 
anniversary  of  this  event  is  Flag  Pole 
Day. 

In  1904  the  first  student.  Rothwell 
Quadowitz,  graduated.  He  was  given 
a ten  dollar  bill  and  a new  suit,  with 
the  dean’s  best  wishes  for  his  new 
start  in  society.  He  promised  to  send 
his  son  back  to  the  old  stir,  which  he 
did. 

In  1915  the  University,  always  pro- 
gressive, installed  a radical  new  in- 
vention— telephones — and  a year  la- 
ter the  place  was  wired  for  electri- 
city. That  was  the  last  progressive 
step  made  at  Lehigh,  and  a good 
place  to  terminate  this  history. 
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The  click  of  the  knitting  needles, 
the  crack  of  the  rocker  and  the  tick- 
ing of  the  grandfather's  clock  were 
all  that  disturbed  the  silence  of  the 
warm  sunny  room.  With  childish 
curiosity,  little  Gloria  sat  watching 
the  purls  and  stitches. 

“ Grandma ” she  asked,  “Why  do 
you  knit?” 

“Oh,”  wheezed  the  old  lady , “just 
for  the  hell  of  it.” 
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/ studied  abroad  for  a year  and 
then  I married  her. 
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Wars  are  big  things  — too  big.  Often  the  men  who  fight  them  remember  them  only  as 
hazy  phantasmagoric  nightmares , while  retaining  distinct  and  poignant  impressions  of  little 
singular  incidents.  Such  a happening  — insignificant  in  comparison  to  the  whole  horrible 
concept  of  total  war  — forms  the  background  for  this  story. 

DUEL  IN  THE  AFTERNOON 


I found  myself  lying  flat  on  the 
ground,  hugging  it,  trying  to  be  as- 
similated and  absorbed  it.  How 
did  I get  here ? Why  am  1 lying  in 
this  muddy  depression  in  the  soil  of 
northern  France?  Slowly  the  gears  of 
my  mind  began  to  mesh  again. 
Thought  circulated  cautiously  like  the 
first  breath  of  spring  air  in  a house 
that  has  been  shut  up  all  winter. 

Seigeant  Cassidy  was  dead — that 
was  it.  His  radio  operator  had  sent 
the  message  back  to  the  company  as 
soon  as  it  had  happened.  They  had 
just  come  out  of  the  wood,  following 
Charlie  Company  into  Coin-sur 
Seille.  Then  it  had  happened.  A shot 
from  nowhere.  Cassidy  lying  on  the 
ground,  blood  pulsing  from  the  hole 
in  his  neck,  staining  the  ground  with 
a crimson  mantle  of  ebbing  life.  That 
was  it  Cassidy  wag  dead. 

This  isn't  doing  me  any  good.  It's 
wet.  God,  I hate  to  have  my  panis 
wet.  Especially  my  drawers.  They  re 
:o  damned  cold.  And  they  always 
start  tu  is  ting  around  when  they  re 
wet. 

It  was  my  turn  to  go  up  next.  I d 
been  back  for  twenty-four  hours, 
resting.  Resting?  Ha!  Twenty-four 
hours  of  dashing  back  and  forth  be- 
tween my  foxhole  and  the  slit-trench 
dodging  the  harassing  fire,  with  diar- 
rhea dragging  my  guts  out  of  my  in- 
sides with  agonizing  wrenches  of  a 
mailed  fist. 

Where  did  that  radio  operator  get 
to?  There  was  only  one  shot.  “Reese! 
Reese!  Are  you  all  right?  Where  are 
you?” 

“I’m  over  here,  lieutenant.  There’s 
a foxhole  here  w ith  two  bazooka  men 
in  it.  I’m  with  them.  Are  you  okay?” 
i es. 

W onder  what  time  it  is?  If  I'm  real 


careful  I can  get  my  wrist  up  to  my 
head  without  exposing  it.  17:22. 
Damn.  Got  to  get  going.  Got  to  get 
up  there. 

Captain  Tripp  had  called  me  over 
to  the  dugout.  It  was  the  only  dugout 
in  the  battery  area.  They  always  dig 
in  fire  direction  first  because  you’ve 
got  to  protect  the  nerve  center.  The 
dugout  was  deep.  I had  crawled  in 
through  the  little  entrance  slit,  be- 
tween the  protecting  logs  and  sand- 
bags. and  dropped  to  the  soggy  floor. 
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comes  from  the  pen  of  G.  Wallace  Driver,  Jr. 
On  campus  Wally  manages  to  spend  most  of 
his  time  in  Drown  Hall  taking  Journalism 
courses  and  snapping  pix  for  the  B&W.  Cur- 
rently Lehigh  correspondent  for  Pic  magazine, 
free  lance  photographer,  and  collector  of  re- 
jejction  slips  from  publications  lacking  the 
literary  discernment  of  the  Goblet,  he  hopes 
to  hook  up  eventually  with  some  national  pic- 
ture mag  after  he  receives  his  B.A.  in  ’49. 


A candle  was  wavering  uncertainly 
on  the  open  panel  of  the  radio.  Peo- 
ple were  hunched  up  against  the  dirt 
walls  and  in  the  corners,  with  big 
earphones  clamped  on  their  heads 
and  plotting  boards  on  their  knees. 
The  crackle  of  static  bounded  hack 
and  forth  from  the  walls.  Everyone 
had  looked  at  me. 

“How'  do  you  feel,  Bill?” 

“All  over.  What’s  up?” 

“Cassidy  just  got  it.  His  operator 
called  in.  He’s  the  sixth  observer 
we’ve  had  knocked  out  today.  Charlie 
Company  is  having  a hell  of  a time 
getting  into  Coin-sur-Seille  and  we’ve 
got  to  give  them  some  support.  Map 
fire  s no  good.  They’re  too  close  to 


the  town.  We’ve  got  to  have  an  ob- 
server up  there,  and  fast.  If  you  can 
make  it  I’ll  try  to  get  you  a relief  to- 
morrow’— right  now  you  are  the  only 
observer  not  up  or  out.” 

I wonder  if  this  is  the  character 
that  nailed  Cassidy?  Til  bet  it  is. 
W e’re  right  at  the  edge  of  the  woods. 
What  the  Hell  am  I going  to  do  now? 
What  time  is  it?  17:25.  Got  to  get 
going.  I ll  try  lifting  my  head  to  take 
a look.  Helmet  down  tight.  Okay, 
now  raise  up  slowly — 

Crack!  The  bullet  sounded  spiteful 
as  it  split  the  air  a scant  few  inches 
over  my  head. 

Oh,  this  is  fine!  Cant  even  lift  my 
head.  Got  to  get  going.  T oo  many 
burp  guns  sounding  off  from  Coin- 
sur-Seille.  Got  to  get  up  there.  Got 
to  give  them  some  fire  support. 

Reese  had  been  the  only  spare 
operator  around.  My  regular  man, 
Sawicki,  was  back  being  separated 
from  a piece  of  shrapnel  in  his  arm. 
Reese  and  1 had  followed  the  road 
through  the  woods.  It  was  muddy; 
muddy  with  that  primeval  slime  that 
only  French  roads  can  have,  and 
which  they  always  have  when  there’s 
a war  on  in  the  vicinity.  We  had 
slopped  our  way  up,  past  burned  out 
tank  hulls  and  shell  scarred  trees; 
past  gruesome  corpses  lying  in  the 
mud  with  entrails  and  brains  and 
blood  all  mixing,  and  gaping  holes 
in  the  earth  with  cordite  fumes  still 
putrefying  the  air  with  a sickening 
stench. 

This  character  has  the  cold  old 
drop  on  me,  for  sure.  Let's  see,  what 
can  I do?  Maybe  he  cant  see  Reese. 

“Reese!” 

“What’s  the  matter,  lieutenant?  Did 
he  get  you  then?” 
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“No,  damn  it,  he  didn’t  get  me. 
Look,  just  where  are  you?” 

“I  m under  the  bushes  about  thirty 
yards  in  front  of  you.  I’m  in  a hole 
with  two  bazooka  men.” 

“Raise  up  a little  and  see  if  you 
can  spot  that  sniper  when  he  shoots. 
I’m  going  to  lift  my  head  again.  Keep 
your  eyes  open,  now!” 

“I’m  sorry,  lieutenant,  there’s  two 
other  guys  in  this  hole  and  I just 
can't  move.  I don't  think  I could  see 
him  from  here  anyway.” 

You  son  of  a bitch.  You  dirty  low- 
down  son  of  a bitch.  You  dirty  low- 
down  yellow  coward  son  of  a bitch. 
Wait  HI  I get  my  hands  on  you.  just 
wait. 

“Try  it  anyway,  Reese.  It’s  17:29. 
We'  ve  got  to  get  going.” 

“I  m sorry,  lieutenant,  I just  can’t 
see.  We  ll  have  to  lay  here  until  dark, 
I guess.” 

You  dirty  low-down  yellow  cow- 
ardly son  of  a bitch.  W ait  ’ til  I get 
my  hands  on  you!  Wait  for  dark- 
ness! Lie  here  for  an  hour  and  a 
half  while  those  damned  burp  guns 
cut  into  Charlie  Company. 

We  had  stopped  in  the  edge  of  the 
woods  to  look  over  the  situation.  The 
woods  were  on  the  crest  of  a ridge 
and  the  ground  descended  in  gently 
rolling  slopes  dotted  with  occasional 
patches  of  trees  to  the  little  town 
nestling  on  the  bank  of  the  Seille 
River.  It  was  a perfect  pastoral  scene. 
Across  the  river  were  more  slopes, 
rising  gently  at  first  and  then  abrupt- 
ly to  granite  cliffs.  Clifs  containing 
the  ancient  and  most  invulnerable 
\erny  forts.  Forts  with  walls  twenty 
feet  thick,  and  underground  pas- 
sages, and  burp  guns,  and  mortars, 
and  150  millimeter  artillery  pieces. 
It  was  a lovely  pastoral  scene. 

Charlie  Company  was  about  a half- 
mile  in  front  of  us,  sparring  for  a 
jump-off  position  from  which  to  as- 
sault Coin-sur-Seille.  Burp  guns  in 
the  edge  of  town  had  them  pinned 
down.  It  looked  bad,  very  bad.  They 
weren’t  getting  any  support  from 
Baker  Company.  Baker  was  having  its 
own  difficulties  with  a patch  of  woods. 
As  we  were  watching  a concentration 
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crashed  into  the  woods,  and  Baker 
Company  had  plunged  in  behind  it 
with  bayonets  and  grenades. 

17:32.  And  here  we  lie.  What  does 
the  book  say?  Who  fights  by  the 
book?  Make  an  estimate  of  the  situa- 
tion. All  right , I II  estimate.  One  shal- 
low ditch , very  wet.  In  said  ditch,  one 
American  soldier.  To  the  left:  A ris- 
ing hillock  with  no  cover  and  no  pos- 
sibilities. To  the  front:  Open  ground 
for  thirty  yards,  then  bushes  where 
the  road  sinks  into  a depression,  one 
fox-hole  with  three  useless  specimens 
of  the  mighty  American  soldier  in  it. 
To  the  rear:  Open  ground  for  fifty 
yards,  then  the  woods.  To  the  right: 
One  lovely,  beautiful,  sturdy  tree  of 


unknown  variety,  and  an  open  field, 
and  somewhere,  one  very  persistent 
and  obnoxious  German  sniper. 

We  had  decided  to  advance  by 
bounds.  I had  made  the  first  dash 
to  the  tree  and  called  for  Reese  to 
come  on.  He  passed  me  and  as  he 
neared  the  depression  in  the  road 
ahead  I had  started  to  follow.  Then 
it  happened;  a vicious  crack  right 
by  my  head.  Then  next  thing  I knew 
I was  in  that  little  depression  in  the 
ground,  trying  to  figure  out  how  I'd 
gotten  there. 

Thank  heaven  these  krauts  are  such 
lousy  shots.  That  character  should 
have  had  me  long  ago.  Cold  Turkey. 
Sitting  duck.  1734.  Got  to  get  going. 
W ell,  you’ve  estimated,  son,  what 
does  the  balance  sheet  say?  You’re  in 
one  hell  of  a mess,  son.  There  go 
those  burp  guns  again.  Damn  it, 
you’ve  got  to  get  going.  Come  on, 
what  does  the  book  say.  It  doesn’t? 
You’re  damn  right  it  doesn’t.  This  is 
one  you've  got  to  figure  out  for  your- 

Continued  on  next  page 
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Duel  in  the  Afternoon  . . . 
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self.  \o  school  solution  for  this  one. 
If  you  lost  a horse  how  would  you 
find  him?  You’d  say  to  yourself , I’m 
a horse,  and  then  you’d  imagine  where 
you  would  go  if  you  were  a horse,  and 
then  you’d  go  there  and  there  he’d 
he.  But  that  doesn’t  help  any  here. 

Crack!  I had  raised  my  head  again 
for  another  look. 

JThat  a lousy  shot  you  are,  Fritz! 
Lncle  Adolf  would  he  ashamed  of 
you.  17:35.  Come  on.  son , an  idea. 
You  cant  stay  here  until  dark.  It’s 
too  damn  wet.  Why  cant  they  fight 
wars  on  the  Riviera?  They  say  it’s 
nice  and  warm  and  sunny  there,  and 
it  rains  almost  as  seldom  as  it’s  sup- 
posed to  in  California.  At  two  in  the 
afternoon  both  sides  could  knock 
off  for  the  day,  take  a swim , a sun 
bath,  eat  a good  dinner,  get  a real 
night’s  sleep,  then  get  up  in  the  morn- 
ing and  start  the  war  at  nine  Ack  Em- 
ma. Fight  like  gentlemen.  That  I 
could  go  for.  That  1 would  even  en- 
joy. But  no;  we’ve  got  to  wallow 
around  in  the  mud  and  rain  and  slime 
and  be  miserable  and  have  diarrhea, 
and  have  our  drawers  creep  up  on  us, 
and  have  cold  sweat  dripping  into 
our  glasses  and,  oh,  damn! 

Craek!  The  German  sniper  may 
not  have  been  a marksman,  but  he 
was  conscientious  and  attentive  to 
duty. 

Wonder  ij  the  old  Indian  trick 
would  work?  I hope  this  character 
has  never  seen  an  American  wi  Id 
west  picture!  17:36.  Got  to  try  some- 
thing. Got  to  get  going. 

I cautiously  removed  my  helmet 
and  pushed  it  out  in  front  of  me  with 
the  muzzle  of  my  carbine.  At  the 
same  time  I twisted  and  shifted  so 
that  I could  see  off  to  the  right.  TVith 
my  field  glasses  held  to  my  eyes  with 
my  right  hand,  I raised  the  helmet 
on  the  carbine  with  my  left.  The 
sniper  shot  again,  several  times. 


Air  - Conditioned 
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13  East  Fourth  Street 
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The  next  scene  is  laid  in  the  in- 
san  asylum.  They  are  serving  soup 
to  nuts. 

First:  “Who’s  your  tight-lipped  friend 
over  there?” 

Second : "He  ain’t  tight-lipped. 
He  s just  waiting  for  the  janitor  to 
come  back  with  the  spittoon.” 
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Decide  — Now. 

Too  late  to  wish  you'd  had 
Brakes  serviced  — when  you're 
caught  in  a spot.  Decide  to  stop 
and  have  Brakes  serviced  here, 
today.  Know  your  car  will  re- 
spond to  the  Brake  pedal,  in- 
stantly— safely.  “Stop!”  here. 
Play  “Safe!” 

Hauser 

Chevrolet 

319  Broadway 
Phone  7-9787 


Newly 

Remodeled  . . . 

Byington’s 

Luncheonette 

Tasty  Sandwiches 
of  All  Kinds  .... 

Hot  Chocolate 
Milk  Shakes 
Ice  Cream  Sodas 

Open  Daily  to  I I :30  p.m. 

Broad  and  Center  Streets 
Dial  6-9322 


Duel  in  the  Afternoon  . . . 

Continued  from  preceding  page 

What  a lousy  shot  you  are,  Hans! 
You  stink!  Cold  turkey.  Duck  soup. 
You  stink! 

“Reese!” 

“God  damn  you.  get  up  and  look. 
He’s  shooting!” 

“I  m sorry,  lieutenant.  I just  can't 
move ! 

You  dirty  low-down  yellow  cow- 
ardly son  of  a bitch!  What's  that  out 
there?  Yes! 

About  seventy-five  yards  in  front 
of  me  I finally  saw  a faint  movement 
of  field  grey  in  a camouflaged  fox- 
hole. 

No  wonder  I missed  seeing  you, 
Heinz!  A beautiful  little  spot  you 
have  there.  Perfectly  beautiful. 

Crack!  Every  time  I moved  the 
helmet  it  drew  fire.  Slowly,  carefully, 
I lowered  my  glasses  and  pulled  in 
my  carbine. 

“Reese!  I’ve  located  him!  When 
I fire,  take  off  for  the  depression  in 
the  road.  Do  you  hear  me?” 

Now  I've  got  you  Adolf.  Eight  ball 
in  the  sirle  pocket!  Seven  come  elev- 
en! Baby  needs  a new  pair  of  shoes! 
Please,  God,  if  you  ever  steadied  a 
sight  before,  please  steady  mine  now! 

I shifted  slowly  into  a left-handed 
firing  position  and  lined  up  the 
sights.  A small  blur  of  field  grey 
swam  before  the  sight,  swelling  and 
receding.  I drew  in  my  breath;  let 
out  a little:  held  it: 

Crack!  And  I was  running  as 
though  all  the  devils  in  hell  were 
pursuing  me;  running  for  the  de- 
pression in  the  road. 


He  had  just  given  his  wife  a beau- 
tiful skunk  coat  as  a gift,  “ I cant 
see,”  she  mused,  “ how  such  a nice 
coat  comes  from  such  a foul-smelling 
beast.” 

W earily  the  husband  replied,  “I 
don’t  ask  for  thanks,  dear,  but  / do 
demand  respect.” 


Foulsham 
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Phone  6-3041 
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LEHIGH  GRADUATES,  yours  is  a treasured  and  precious  heritage.  You  are  about  to 
go  forth  into  the  world,  proud  sons  of  Lehigh , and  show  the  public  the  stuff  that  you  are 
made  of.  We  of  the  Goblet  offer  odds  that  you  will  continue  in  the  tradition  of  the  Men  of 
Lehigh  that  have  preceded  you.  Behold  now  some  of  the  more  distinguished  alumni  of  days 
past.  If  you  but  measure  up  to  their  caliber  the  world  is  in  safe  hands.  You  would  do  well 
if  you  would  but  emulate  these  famous  .... 


Ignatz  Katz — Ignatz,  or  Iggy  as  he  was  known  in  his  undergraduate  days, 
is  indeed  a man  of  the  hour.  His  name  is  on  everyone's  tongue  and  well  it 
might  be.  For  Iggv  has  recently  performed  a deed  that  will  live  in  the  annals 
of  law  and  order  for  one  thousand  years,  Ignatz  has  been  mentioned  in  Life, 
Look.  Click.  Glance,  Time  and  even  the  Brown  and  White.  Iggy  killed  the 
Black  Dahlia.  Brushing  aside  all  impostors  with  a wave  of  his  manacled 
hand  Igg\  gave  Goblet  reporters  these  words  of  advice  for  all  graduates  who 
may  desire  to  win  the  public  eye.  “Knock  off  a beautiful  broad,  said  Iggv, 
“you'll  make  the  New  York  Daily  News  for  sure.”  When  asked  why  he 
her  quietus  made  with  the  proverbial  bare  bodkin,  Ignatz  replied.  “W  hat  dif- 
ference does  it  make,  you  could  never  print  it  in  the  Qoblet  anyhow.  Let  s just 
say  it  was  a lovers’  quarrel  and  let  it  go  at  that.  And  I think  that  is  just 
where  we  had  better  leave  it.  While  at  Lehigh  Ignatz  was  active  in  Cyanide, 
the  rifle  team.  Cut  and  Thrust,  Scabbard  and  Blade,  and  Lacrosse. 


Milton  Musclebourxd — Being  a hero  is  nothing  new  to  Milton.  During  his 
stay  at  Lehigh  he  was  the  idol  of  the  campus  come  each  wrestling  season.  Mil- 
ton  was  an  Eastern  Intercollegiate  wrestling  champion  for  three  straight  years. 
His  education  served  him  well  for  now  Milton,  sometimes  known  as  the  Nor- 
wegian Angel,  is  the  professional  heavyweight  wrestling  champion  of  the 
Lehigh  Valley.  He  attributes  his  success  to  a combination  half  left  arm  drag 
coupled  with  a figure  five.  This  hold  is  taught  exclusively  on  South  Moun- 
tain and  Milton's  advice  to  aspiring  wrestlers  is  “show  them  the  lights.  As 
an  undergraduate  Milton  was  active  in  Mustard  and  Cheese. 


/ / the  person  who  stole  the  jar  of 
alcohol  out  of  the  cellar  will  return 
Grandma’s  appendix,  no  questions 
will  be  asked. 

— Syracusan 

* * * 

She  calls  him  Romeo  because  they 
always  sit  in  the  balcony  when  they 
go  to  the  movies. 

— Exchange 


Science  is  resourceful ; it  couldn’t 
pry  open  Pullman  windows,  so  it  air- 
conditioned  the  train. 

— Exchange 

* * * 

First  Little  Boy — “I  forgot  to  ask 
you  to  my  picnic  party  tomorrow .” 
Second  Little  Boy — “Too  late  now. 
I’ve  prayed  for  a blizzard.” 

—Log 


She:  Did  anyone  ever  tell  you  how 
wonderful  you  are? 

He:  Don’t  believe  they  did. 

She:  Then  where d you  get  the 
idea? 

— Columbia  Jester 

* * * 

Some  pumpkins  are  green 
I am  green 

Therefore  1 am  some  pumpkins. 

— Jacko 
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Lester  Lamebrain  Lester  is  one  of  the  foremost  characters  ever  graduated 
from  the  College  of  Engineering.  He  was  graduated  summa  cum  laude  and  his 
brilliance  in  the  scientific  world  sets  him  up  as  a shining  light  for  all  to  ad- 
mire. Lester  is  an  inventor  whose  many  gagdets  have  flooded  the  patent  off- 
ice for  the  past  decade.  Some  of  his  better  known  inventions  are  the  electric 
toe  nail  polisher,  a slide  rule  without  scales  to  teach  the  engineer  to  depend 
more  upon  his  brain,  a potato  peel  replacer  for  house  wives  who  decided  to 
have  baked  potatoes  after  already  peeling  them  for  boiling,  and  an  alarm 
clock  with  muted  chimes  that  is  calculated  not  to  disturb  even  the  lightest 
sleeper.  When  asked  what  activities  he  participated  in  at  Lehigh,  Lester  re- 
plied, “activities,  are  you  kidding?  Who  had  time  for  activities?  I was  an  en- 

f ” 

gineer ! 


Bob  Backache — Until  recently  Richard  Harding  Davis  was  considered  the 
most  distinguished  personage  ever  given  the  old  heave  ho  from  this  illustrious 
institution.  Now,  however,  a new  star  has  risen  in  the  sky  of  those  who  tried 
in  vain.  Known  to  his  admiring  public  as  Anyface,  Bob  has  by  his  facial  con- 
tortions won  the  hearts  of  every  red  blooded  American  boy.  Bob’s  demise  at 
Lehigh  came  when  he  was  first  perfecting  his  unusual  talent.  He  twisted  his 
face  until  it  resembled  that  of  a well  known  professor  of  economics  on  the 
campus  and  then  he  gave  a lecture  before  a packed  auditorium  favoring  gov- 
ernment subsidization  of  silver.  This  was  too  much  for  even  a liberal  school 
like  ours,  he  was  expelled.  Boh.  or  Anyface  as  he  is  now  known,  made  good 
despite  it.  He  gave  our  reporter  these  gems  of  advice  for  those  who  were  more 
fortunate  than  he,  you  who  are  about  to  graduate.  “Don’t  be  two-faced,  if  you 
want  to  succeed  be  anyfaced.” 


“ What’s  your  name?” 

“Mary.” 

“No,  1 mean  your  full  name.” 

“It's  Mary — empty  or  full” 

— The  Lehigh  Bachelor 
* * * 

Taken  from  a freshman  test  pa- 
per: “ A morality  play  is  one  in 

which  the  characters  are  goblins, 
ghosts,  virgins,  and  other  super-nat- 
ural characters. 

* * * 

“It’s  all  right  to  tell  a girl  she  has 
prettyt  ankles  but  don’t  compliment 
her  loo  highly.” 


“You  re  divine,”  he  whispered 
softly. 

And  with  a look  of  infinite  ten- 
derness the  maiden  replied  sweetly, 

‘'It’s  damn  nice  of  you  to  say  that  ” 

* * * 

She:  “Isn’t  it  funny  that  the  length 
of  a man’s  arm  is  equal  to  the  cir- 
cumference of  a girl’s  waist.” 

He:  “ Let’s  go  get  a string  and  see.” 
* * * 

One  lecturer  on  this  campus  was 
so  boring  in  one  of  his  classes  that 
two  empty  seats  got  up  and  walked 
out. 


“Now,”  she  asked,  “is  there  any 
man  in  the  audience  who  would  let 
his  wife  be  slandered  and  say  noth- 
ing! If  so,  stand  up?” 

A meek  little  man  rose  to  his  feet. 
The  lecturer  glared  at  him. 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  you  would 
let  your  wife  be  slandered  and  say 
nothing?”  she  cried. 

“Oh,  I’m  sorry,”  he  apologized.  “I 

thought  you  said  slaughtered.” 

* * * 

And  then  there’s  the  fellow  who 
walked  into  the  bar  optimistically 
and  left  misty  optically. 
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Freshman  Year 
Sept.  20  — 

At  the  moment  I am  in  a room  in 
what  I believe  is  a Fraternity  house 
here  in  Bethlehem.  There  are  a swell 
bunch  of  fellows  here  who  told  me 
I didn't  have  a thing  to  worry  about, 
and  they  were  handling  all  my 
arrangements  for  me.  I can't  under- 
stand why  they  locked  the  door 
though.  I wanted  to  get  a look  a- 
round  Bethlehem.  1 1 know  it  can't 
all  be  like  the  part  near  the  R.  R. 
station  I,  but  these  fellows  that  met 
me  on  the  train  said  1 could  do  that 
later. 

Sept.  22  — 

I’ve  been  in  Bethlehem  two  days 
already  and  I haven't  seen  Lehigh 
yet.  One  of  the  fellows  told  me  he 
would  take  me  to  Lehigh  tomorrow, 
something  about  registration.  An- 
other fellow  said  he  took  an  English 
placement  test  for  me  this  morning: 
that  is  real  service.  The  guys  here 
keep  saying  something  about  pledg- 
ing. They  even  said  they  would  let 
me  wear  a pin  if  1 was  nice. 

Sept.  23  — 

Today  I got  my  first  look  at  Le- 
high!! I was  taken  to  some  building 
and  given  seventeen  feet  of  coupons  to 
fill  in  and  told  to  register.  It  took  me 


THE 
OF  A 

Wherein  are 
moments  happily 
Mountain. 
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four  hours  to  register  under  what  I 
was  told  was  a new,  efficient  system. 

Last  night  there  was  a little  part) 
at  the  fraternity  where  I am  staying: 
they  had  lots  of  beer  and  liquor.  I 
don't  remember  too  much  about  it, 
but  when  I woke  up  I was  wearing  a 
pledge  pin. 

Sept.  24  — 

Today  was  my  first  day  of  classes: 
maybe  I'll  get  used  to  it  after  awhile. 
That  history  prof  is  quite  a charac- 
ter. I won't  be  able  to  stay  awake 
during  his  lectures. 

Oct.  4— 

I saw  Lehigh  lose  a football  game 
today. 

Oct.  15  — 

I had  to  get  some  information  for 
the  Fraternity  today.  I could  never 
have  guessed  that  there  are  1.285 
boards  in  the  Penny  Bridge! ! ! 

Nov.  20  — 

What  a Houseparty!  Am  I glad 
that  is  over!!!  I really  crumped  out. 
My  date  was  nice — like  ice.  We  even 
lost  a football  game  to  Lafayette.  I 
hope  that  sometime  while  we  are  here 
I see  our  football  team  win  a game. 

Jan.  2 — 

I just  got  back  from  a glorious 
three  day  Christmas  vacation.  We 
were  originally  scheduled  for  a two 
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chronicled  the  golden 
spent  at  old  South 
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day  vacation  but  the  university  got 
generous.  What  a relief  to  see  girls 
who  spoke  English. 

Feb.  10  — 

Exams  start  tomorrow  and  I am 
rather  confident  about  the  results. 

Feb.  11  — 

YIPE! ! ! 

Feb.  17  — 

Has  anyone  ever  heard  of  the  Le- 
high nine  semester  plan???? 

March  1 — 

Amidst  mad  throngs  yelling  “Show 
him  the  lights”,  our  wrestling  team 
won  again.  Too  bad  no  one  at  home 
ever  heard  of  wrestling. 

May  1 — 

I can't  figure  out  why  they  send 
Valentines  in  May!! 

May  27  — 

I took  out  a girl  from  Cedar  Crest 
last  night — never  again!!!!  When  I 
went  there  to  pick  her  up,  I found 
fifty  girls  standing  around  in  pajam- 
as gaping  at  me.  She  had  to  be  back 
at  11:30  and  I had  to  take  her  home 
by  taxi  to  get  her  back  in  time. 

June  26  — 

Exams  have  come  and  gone  again 
and  I could  really  use  a summer  va- 
cation. Only  one  hindrance,  there  is 
a universitv  regulation  concerning  a 
summer  semester. 
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POEM 

I knew  a girl  named  Mexicali, 
She’s  pretty  as  a rose. 

One  day  she  sat  upon  a cactus. 
And  Mexicali  rose. 

* * « 

Variety  is  the  spice  of  life — 
Spice  is  a preserve — 

To  preserve  is  to  pickle — 

To  be  pickled  is  to  be  drunk — 
Oh,  how  a love  variety — 


Dry  Cleaning 
Laundry 
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• 
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“ Hold  on.  I’ve  got  a bone  to  pick 
with  you.” 

“Sorry,  but  I'm  not  interested  in 
scraps .” 

* # * 

When  a professor  falls  in  love  with 
a co-ed,  she  makes  A while  she  can. 

* -*  ■» 

Soph — Those  are  funny  looking 
socks  you’ve  got  on.  Just  get  them? 

Senior — No.  These  are  the  same 
ones  I've  been  wearing  the  last  three 
yeads.  / just  had  half  soles  and  rub- 
ber heels  put  on  them. 


The  Diary  of  a Senior  . . . 

Continued  from  preceding  page 

Sophomore  Year 
July  15  — 

It  is  getting  rather  hot;  I don’t 
think  I 11  be  able  to  do  much  study- 
ing this  semester. 

July  26  — 

I met  a girl  who  works  in  the 
Steel  mi  11;  it  was  quite  an  experience 
and  I must  say  about  time.  These 
steel  workers  believe  anything. 

Aug.  9 — 

I decided  to  stay  home  tonight 
and  study.  I opened  my  gov’t  book 
for  the  second  time  this  semester; 
we  have  our  second  hour  quiz  to- 
morrow. 

Aug.  26  — 

I was  down  to  Joe’s  this  afternoon. 
He  claims  it’s  the  only  way  to  keep 
cool. 

Sept.  30  — 

We  started  another  football  season 
today.  Oh  well,  you  can’t  win  them 
all. 

Oct.  20  — 

Another  semester  over  and  amaz- 
ingly enough,  I didn’t  flunk  anything. 
Of  course,  you  can't  very  well  flunk 
Fine  Arts  and  M.  R.  Phil. 

Nov.  1 — 

We  finally  won  a football  game; 
we  beat  Kutztown  Teachers  7-0. 
Kutztown  is  protesting,  something 
about  us  using  ineligible  football 
players.  . . . 

Nov.  21  — 

We  were  over  to  Muhlenberg  last 
night  to  raise  some  hell  on  their 
campus.  Just  call  me  “Baldy”!!!!! 

April  1 — 

I read  in  the  B&W  that  we  are 
having  a houseparty  here  in  May.  I 
think  I’ll  give  it  another  try. 

May  10  — 

Who  said  there  isn’t  any  fun  at 
Houseparty! ! ! ! ! 

July  2 — 

I managed  to  talk  my  way  out  of 
a summer  semester  this  time.  It’s 
about  time  I have  a vacation  . . . 

Aug.  5 — 

Atlantic  City — roll  me  over  and 
cook  me  on  the  other  side  !!!!!! 


“You  say  that  gambler  lost,  his 
life  in  a crap  game?” 

“Yes,  he  didn't  know  they  were 
loaded.” 

-X*  * 

She:  I've  been  learned  against  you 
college  boys. 

He:  You  don't  have  to  be  afraid  of 
me — I'm  an  honor  student. 


JOE 

KINNEY 

ALIAS 

"Sam"  Yennik 


SAME  PLACE 
ANY  TIME 


Joe:  Have  you  got  a picture  of 
yourself? 

Roommate:  Yeah. 

Joe:  Then  let  me  use  that  mirror 
/ ivant  to  shave. 

* * * 

“ You  look  sweet  enough  to  eat  ” 
He  whispered  soft  and  low. 

“I  am,”  she  said  quite  hungrily. 

“ Where  do  you  want  to  go?” 

* *- 

“I'll  have  you  understand  that  I'm 
related  to  the  Boones.” 

“Now,  I remember.  Your  grand- 
mother's name  teas  Bab.” 
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Back  Of  The  Looking  Glass 

☆ A GOBLET  PRIZE  WINNER  by  AL  RUBENSTEIN  $ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAE : 

DR.  WHOAMI:  Professor  of  History 
JULIUS  P.  INTEGRAL:  Instructor  in  Calculus 
WILLIAM  D.  BURPEE:  Instructor  in  Fhysical  Education 
PROFESSOR  ECTOPLASM:  Professor  of  Biology 
PAUL  BURETTE:  Instructor  in  Chemistry 
DR.  GRAVITY:  Instructor  in  Chemistry 
PIERRE  PASQUALI:  Instructor  in  Romance  Languages 
SEVERAL  STUDENTS 


SCE.\E  0.\E:  The  faculty  dormitory  at  Rahrali  University 
EI\TER  Dr.  Whoami  and  Mr.  Integral 
Who.  I tell  you  I 11  go  mad  if  that  boy  in  the  front  row 
doesn  t shave.  He’s  beginning  to  look  like  a Fuller  brush. 

hit.  Now,  now  Doctor,  calm  down.  Maybe  his  religion 
does  not  permit  him  to  shave.  Besides,  why  should  it 
bother  you? 

Who.  I wouldn’t  mind  it  so  much  if  he  didn’t  sit  in 
the  front  row  and  agree  with  me  all  the  time.  When  he 
wags  his  head,  his  beard  flops  up  and  down.  It’s  very  dis- 
tracting. 

hit.  By  the  way,  how  are  your  lectures  coming.  Doc- 
tor? Does  the  hot  weather  keep  many  of  the  students 
awake? 

Who.  Oh  my,  yes.  I told  a joke  this  morning  and  about 
twenty  of  them  laughed.  I Discovers  William  D.  Burpee 
stretched  out  on  the  floor)  Good  Lord.  Bill,  what  on  earth 
are  you  doing? 

Burp,  (jumping  up,  rather  flustered)  Oh.  hello.  Pro- 
fessor. I was  just  trying  out  one  of  those  exercises  that 
I’ve  been  teaching  the  kids  lately.  According  to  the  book 
it’s  a very  simple  manipulation  of  the  . . . uh  . . . what- 
chamacallem.  But.  boy,  it’s  really  tough!  No  wonder  four 
of  them  went  to  the  hospital  with  pulled  ligaments. 

Int.  That’s  a very  poor  policy,  Mr.  Burpee.  You  should 
never  ask  a student  to  do  anything  that  you  can't  do  twice 
as  well  in  half  the  time.  My  policy  has  always  been  to  . . . 

Who.  \es,  I know,  to  work  problems  blindfolded  to 
show1  students  how  easy  they  are. 

Int.  Precisely,  and  I . . . 

Who.  What  about  the  time  you  worked  a problem  with 
the  wrong  data  and  came  out  with  the  right  answer? 

Int.  Oh,  how  did  you  hear  about  that? 

Who.  Those  things  get  around,  my  boy. 

(All  turn  at  a noise  from  outside  the  room) 

Raul,  (rushing  in  u ildly  with  his  arms  full  of  newspa- 
pers, followed  closely  by  Professor  Ectoplasm ) I’ve  got 


it!  I’ve  got  it!  (Scatters  papers  about  the  room) 

Ect.  Let  me  see,  Paul.  What  is  it? 

Paul.  I’ve  found  it!  I’m  rich!  I’ll  be  a millionaire!  I'll 
endow  the  school!  Ill  retire  you  all  with  pensions!  I’m 
rich!  Hooray!  (Jumps  onto  a table  and  commences  to 
dance) 

Burp.  What’s  the  matter  with  the  kid.  Professor,  has  he 
been  w orking  too  hard? 

Paul.  No,  you  fool,  I’ve  found  it!  I’ve  found  a solvent 
for  carbon  ! ! ! Look  at  the  newspapers! 

(All  bend  and  seize  pieces  of  the  newspaper ) 

Ect.  By  Harry,  he’s  right.  It’s  blank. 

Paul.  Of  course  it  is,  I told  you  I . . . 

Burp.  Hey!  look  here! 

W'ho.  Where?  I don’t  see  anything. 

Burp.  That's  just  it.  There  was  a piece  of  paper  here 
a minute  ago  . . . look,  that  one  is  disappearing  too. 

(They  stare,  fascinated,  as  the  pile  of  newspaper 
slowly  dissolves  into  nothing) 

Paul,  (looking  nervously  at  the  others)  I . . . uh  . . . 
guess  I used  a little  too  much.  (Exit,  dejectedly ) 

Ect.  If  that  boy  doesn  t stop  discovering  things,  he’ll 
drive  us  all  mad.  Last  week  it  was  the  perfect  plastic,  next 
week  it  will  probably  be  a knife  for  slicing  diamonds. 

W'ho.  Don’t  discourage  him,  Charles,  remember  that 
radium  was  discovered  by  accident  also.  Talking  about 
accidents,  how  is  your  new  laboratory  idea  working  out? 

Ect.  Not  too  well,  I’m  afraid.  Some  of  those  bovs  are 
so  clumsy  that  they  would  make  better  ditch-diggers  than 
scientists.  I had  one  brainy  kid  the  other  day  who  tried 
to  dissect  a fly  with  a meat  cleaver.  He  said  he  didn’t 
want  to  hurt  the  creature  so  he'd  get  it  over  with  quickly. 

Who.  Sometimes  I wonder  howr  those  characters  will 
get  along  out  in  the  world.  It  seems  a shame  to  w aste  time 
and  money  sending  them  to  college.  WTiv,  a lot  of  them 
can’t  even  spell. 

Int.  W ell,  I’m  glad  that  I don’t  have  to  correct  any  re- 
ports or  compositions.  I have  a hard  enough  time  trying  to 
decipher  the  hieroglyphics  they  use  in  mathematics  . . . 
Ah.  here  comes  Doctor  Gravity,  and  he  looks  rather  sad. 

Enter  Dr.  Gravity  (mumbling  to  himself ) 

Grav.  How  do  they  expect  me  to  teach  a course  in  sci- 
ence to  a group  that  is  perpetually  asking  questions,  and 
what  questions?  How  do  I know  what  marks  Isaac  New- 
ton got  in  high  school  or  how  old  he  was  when  he  was 
hit  on  the  head  by  an  apple?  WTiat  do  I care  what  the 
deviation  of  the  gravitational  force  is  at  17  degrees  lati- 
tude and  six  degrees  longitude?  (His  voice  rises  to  a 
scream)  I don’t  formulate  these  theories.  I’m  just  trying 
to  teach  them!  ! (Breaks  down  into  sobs) 
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Ed.  There,  there,  Gravity,  don't  make  it  so  hard,  we 
know  how  it  is. 

Grav.  ( sobbing ) Sometimes  I feel  like  leaving  all  of 
this  and  going  back  to  industry. 

Int.  (shouts)  Some  water,  somebody!  he’s  hysterical. 

( Pasqualli  rushes  in  with  fire  hose) 

Pas.  Que  ce  va,  Messieurs? 

Who.  Oh,  nothing,  Pierre,  Gravity  is  threatening  to  go 
back  to  industry  again. 

Pas.  Poor  man.  It  must  be  the  heat. 

Who.  Frankly  though,  gentlemen,  some  of  these  stu- 
dents do  try  one’s  soul. 

Int.  I caught  one  of  them  sketching  me  in  class  the 
other  day.  (Produces  sketch)  It  doesn’t  even  look  like  me. 

Burp.  The  ears  do. 

Int.  If  I were  as  musclebound  as  you,  I wouldn’t  criti- 
cize other  people’s  looks. 

Who.  Gentlemen,  suppose  your  students  were  to  hear 
you  bickering  like  this.  They’d  be  shocked.  After  all  it  is 
on  our  examples  that  they  model  their  lives. 

Grav.  (In  a dull  monotone ) One  of  them  asked  me  why 
we  couldn’t  build  a time  machine  like  Brick  Bradford  has. 

Pas.  ( stroking  Gravity  s hair)  Mon  ami,  do  not  let  these 
things  affect  you.  Be  like  me — carefree,  gay,  a child  of 
nature. 

Paul,  (looking  in  at  the  doorway)  Professor  Pasquali. 
a student  named  Miller  is  here  to  see  you  about  an  exam 
paper.  He  says  you  . . . 

Pas.  ( screeching ) Parbleu!  That  oaf.  that  stupid  lout! 
I told  him  not  to  bother  me.  I told  him  I would  not 
change  his  mark.  Par  Shangrila!  ! ! 

Exit  ( tearing  his  hair) 

Grav.  (walking  slowly  out  of  the  room)  I know  what 
I'll  do.  I'll  ignore  them.  I'll  just  go  on  talking  as  though 
I can’t  see  them  or  hear  them. 

Exit  (chuckling  to  himself) 

Who.  It’s  a shame  that  our  students  don’t  seem  to  rea- 
lize that  we  are  human  too,  that  we  are  not  mere  speaking 
textbooks  or  slide  rules.  We  have  feelings  which  can  be 
hurt  as  easily  as  theirs,  and  we  appreciate  their  problems 
— the  same  ones  which  we  had  when  we  went  to  college. 

hit.  Yes.  I wonder  how  they  would  feel  if  they  had  the 
opportunity  to  sit  behind  the  desk  and  see  themselves  as 
we  see  them. 

Exeunt 


THE  AUTHOR  . . . 

Al  Rubenstein,  I.E.,  '49,  is  no  newcomer  to  the  pages  of  the 
Goblet.  Our  first  issue  featured  one  of  his  short  stories,  and 
since  then  his  humorous  poetry  has  become  a Goblet  standby. 
Editor  of  the  Town  Crier,  and  active  in  many  campus  activities, 
Al  managed  to  steal  enough  time  to  delve  into  satire  and  write 
"Behind  the  Looking  Glass"  which  our  judges  considered  best 
in  its  class. 


SCE!\E  TWO:  The  students  dormitory  at  Rahrah  Uni- 
versity 

( Discover  six  students  busily  engaged  in  doing  home- 
work) 

I.  (throwing  down  his  pencil)  Dammit!  If  that  old 
crow  doesn’t  start  teaching  this  course,  I’m  going  to  the 
Dean. 

II.  Shut  up,  Harry,  don’t  tell  us  your  troubles.  We’ve 
got  enough  of  our  own. 

I.  But  he  doesn’t  know  his  . . . 

II.  We  know,  Harry.  Sometimes  I wonder  how  some  of 
those  guys  got  licenses  to  teach. 

V . Take  that  Ectoplasm  character  for  instance.  He  can’t 
even  run  a lousy  biology  lab.  You  ought  to  see  him  doing 
a dissection  of  a frog.  Boy,  is  he  clumsy,  I could  have 
done  a neater  job  with  T.N.T. 

VI.  How  about  my  physics  prof. — what’s  his  name.  I’m 
beginning  to  think  he’s  just  one  jump  ahead  of  us  on  our 
assignments.  I asked  him  a perfectly  reasonable  question 
about  Newton  the  other  day  and  he  blew  up  like  a block- 
buster. 

III.  Aw,  he’s  just  ignorant,  probably  couldn’t  hold  a 
job  in  industry. 

Enter  seventh  student  (limping) 

II.  What’s  the  matter  with  you.  Dick? 

VII.  (groans)  If  I ever  play  opposite  that  Burpee  guy 
in  scrimmage,  1 11  murder  him,  I swear  I will. 

I . Are  you  having  trouble,  too?  When  I woke  up  this 
morning,  I thought  my  back  was  broken.  They'll  have  to 
come  after  me  the  next  time  they  want  me  to  take  P.E. 

VII.  It’s  a damned  shame  to  waste  time  and  money  on 
instructors  like  that.  Why  some  of  them  can’t  even  do  the 
work  they  expect  us  to  do. 

III.  Are  you  by  any  chance  thinking  of  the  Blindfolded 
Boy,  Mr.  Julius  P.  Integral?  He’s  getting  so  good  that  he 
gets  the  right  answer  with  the  wrong  data. 

II.  N ow,  Bob,  I thought  we  all  promised  not  to  men- 
tion that.  He’s  not  a bad  Joe,  and  we  told  him  we  wouldn’t 
say  anything. 

III.  Oh,  don’t  worry,  Jack,  no  one  outside  of  the  class 
and  you  fellows  knows  anything  about  it.  We  re  not  gos- 
sips. 

VI.  For  cripes  sake,  pipe  down,  you  guys!  How  do  you 
expect  me  to  balance  these  equations.  God,  he  was  right! 
You  do  need  four  EYES  to  balance  this  Iodine  reaction, 
and  half  a dozen  hands  too. 

(Room  becomes  quiet  except  for  scratching  pencils  and  a 
gradually  perceptible  snore) 

11.  (shaking  fourth  student,  who  has  been  nodding 
throughout  conversation)  Wake  up.  Tom,  the  latrine’s  on 
fire!  ! ! 

IV.  (jumps  up)  Huh  . . . what  ...  Oh  nuts,  Jack.  I 
wasn't  bothering  anybody,  (yawns)  By  gum.  I'm  going 
to  have  to  get  my  seat  changed  in  History  lecture.  He 
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stares  right  down  at  me  in  the  first  row  and  I can  t go  to 
sleep,  (yawn)  You  d think  he  never  saw  a beard  before. 
I’m  going  to  bed. 

VI.  Damn  these  equations  anyway!  How  in  the  hell  do 
they  expect  us  to  balance  them?  That  sad  apple.  Burette, 
doesn’t  even  show  us  how  to  do  them.  He  just  assumes 
that  we  re  too  dumb  to  understand  and  that  any  explana- 
tion would  be  a waste  of  time.  Boy,  I pity  the  chemical 
industry  if  they  ever  let  him  loose  in  it. 

( They  settle  down  to  work  again) 

VII.  Hey.  Steve,  did  you  get  that  business  that  Pasquali 
scribbled  on  the  board  this  morning? 

V.  Yeh.  but  at  first  I couldn’t  tell  whether  it  was  French. 
Latin,  or  Greek.  It’s  a pity  that  a college  man  can’t  write 
any  better  than  that. 


I II.  I don  t think  he  gives  a hang  whether  we  get  any- 
thing out  of  the  course  or  not.  He  just  goes  along  in  his 
happy,  smiling  way,  giving  us  those  God-awful  tests  he 
dreams  up. 

V . He  took  off  two  points  from  me  for  an  accent  egule, 
or  whatever  the  hell  it  is,  and  I’m  going  to  get  him  for 
that  if  it  kills  both  of  us. 

II.  It’s  a shame  that  our  professors  don’t  seem  to  rea- 
lize that  we  are  human  too;  that  we  re  coming  to  college 
to  learn.  We  have  feelings  that  can  be  hurt  as  easily  as 
theirs.  It  isn’t  as  if  we  didn’t  appreciate  their  problems. 

III.  Yes,  I wonder  how  they  would  feel  if  they  had  the 
opportunity  to  sit  in  our  places  and  see  themselves  as 
we  see  them. 

Curtain 


DIARY  OF  A S E N I 

Junior  Year 
Sept.  22  — 

Back  at  Lehigh  after  a summer  of 
sacking  in.  Who  said  Rip  Van  Win- 
kle couldn't  have  slept  for  twenty 
years ! ! ! ! 

Oct.  7 — 

1 spent  the  afternoon  rushing 
freshmen,  or  “rustling  ” freshmen  as 
it  is  sometime  called.  I’m  rather  good 
at  it  with  my  knot  tying  experience. 

Nov.  12  — 

We  had  a beer  party  at  the  house 
tonight.  I learned  about  a new  game 
called  “The  Prince  of  Wales”.  I won 
. . but  that’s  the  last — glurgh!!! — 
time  I’ll  ever  get  drunk  on  beer  . . 

Nov.  1 3 — 

Lehigh  lost  another  football  game 
today. 

Dec.  19  — 

It  has  been  snowing  all  week.  I 
heard  two  fellows  got  broken  legs 
walking  from  Coppee  Hall  to  Christ- 
mas-Saucon.  That  can’t  happen  to 
me;  I wear  snow  shoes. 

Jan.  20  — 

I think  I’ll  do  some  studying  to- 
night, where  did  I put  those  books 
before  Xmas  vacation? 

Feb.  14  — 

Exam  schedule  out.  I’m  lucky;  I 


OR... 

am  through  early.  My  five  exams 
are  over  at  the  end  of  the  second  day 
of  exam  week. 

March  7 — 

I read  a copy  of  the  Goblet — that 
magazine  ought  to  be  banned. 

May  31  — 

It  looks  as  if  I am  going  to  flunk 
English  again  this  semester,  when 
will  I ever  get  out  of  that  course??? 

June  30  — 

I flunked  English  2 again. 

Senior  Year 
Sept.  15  — 

At  last,  I’m  a senior;  I think  I’ll 
try  raising  a mustache. 

Sept.  30  — 

It’s  been  two  weeks  and  still  noth- 
ing hut  fuzz! ! ! ! 

Oct.  4 — 

It  looks  better  clean  shaven  any- 
way. 

Oct.  7 — 

We  lost  another  football  game. 

Nov.  15  — 

The  Lehigh  Flying  Club  set  a new 
international  round-the-world  speed 
record. 

Jan.  9 — 

Lehigh  won  a basketball  game; 
we  are  accused  of  subsidizing  ball 
players. 
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Feb.  18  — 

I passed  English  2 with  one  sem- 
ester to  spare. 

Feb.  21  — 

I registered  today.  My  last  sem- 
ester is  going  to  be  easy,  only  eight 
credit  hours. 

Mar.  12  — 

I had  better  do  some  studying  this 
semester;  I can’t  afford  to  flunk  any- 
thing. 

April  7 — 

I got  a 55  on  Botany  quiz,  Christ 
what  a dry  course!  I guess  I’d  bet; 
ter  speak  to  the  prof. 

May  6 — 

They  have  some  nerve,  don’t  they 
know'  upper  Seniors  are  allowed  to 
park  on  campus. 

May  31  — 

Those  profs  are  really  cracking 
down,  they  act  as  if  they  want  me 
around  here  another  semester. 

June  26  — 

Today  I graduated  from  Lehigh. 
Gosh.  I’m  going  to  miss  the  ol  place. 
I don’t  want  to  forget  to  say  good- 
bye to  Joe  tomorrow.  It’s  funny— 
my  feeling  sentimental  like  this — but 
I really  don’t  want  to  leave.  I think 
I’ll  give  my  first  million  to  Lehigh — 
for  a Memorial  Lounge! ! ! ! 


Pte-Jiedica!  Jujefi 

ALL  too  often  the  prominence  of  Lehigh  University's 
College  of  Engineering  overshadows  curricula  of  the 
College  of  Arts  and  Science  to  such  a degree  that  even  under- 
graduates fail  to  appreciate  opportunities  available  on  their 
own  campus.  This  has  been  true  especially  of  courses  leading 
to  careers  in  medicine. 

The  preparation  for  schools  of  medicine 
offered  by  Lehigh  University  is  of  such 
high  calibre  that  graduates  find  ready 
acceptance  by  medical  colleges  notably 
demanding  in  their  requirements.  The 
universally  outstanding  graduate  record 
of  Lehigh  students  in  medicine  through 
the  year  has  merited  this  confidence. 

In  the  fields  of  dentistry,  public  health,  law,  theology, 
journalism,  public  service,  and  teaching,  the  College  of  Arts 
and  Science  offers  preparation  either  for  graduate  study  or  for 
practice  of  the  profession  concerned.  Special  options  in  bus- 
iness administration  and  engineering  present  further  inter- 
esting possibilities  for  the  student  planning  a career.  For 
further  information  address  The  Director  of  Admissions, 
Alumni  Memorial  Building. 
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